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A  Fact  which  occurred  about  the  middle  of  the  French 
Revolution,  has  furnished  the  main  incident  in  the  young 
Hussar  ;  and  some  accessary  matter  in  the  first  Act,  ha3 
been  pilfered  from  an  Italian  Opera. 

As  a  mere  bagatelle  this  Piece  is  presented  to  the  World. 
In  representation  it  only  pretends  to  afford  an  idle  hour's 
i  amusement  to  the  Public,  and  in  production  it  has  been 
little  more  than  an  idle  hour's  amusement  to  the  author. 
To  praise  it  highly,  is  impossible,  but  to  censure  it  severely 
would  be  ill-natured. 
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my  thanks  to  Mr.  Elliston,  who  accepted  a  character  every 
way  unworthy  of  his  talent,  but  who  still  contrived  to  make 
his  superiority  of  genius  perceptible,  and  created  beauties 
out  of  mere  barrenness  and  waste. 

To  every  person  engaged  in  the  Drama,  I  also  request 
that  I  may  offer  my  sincere  acknowledgment. 

WILLIAM  DIMOND 
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ACT      I. 


SCENE  I. — A  Chamber  on  the  second-floor  of  La* 
role's  house,  at  the  bottom  a  large  windoiv  which 
opens  to  the  street;  on  the  one  side  a  door  from  the 
stair- case,  on  the  other  a  dark  closet. 

Enter  Carline  from   the  stair-case — she  advances 
timidly  and  on  tiptoe. 

DUETTO. 

Car.   j\  O  one  sees  me!     No  one  hears  ! 
May  T  venture?      Ma\   1  dare? 
A  thousand  doubts — a  thousand  fears, 
My  steps  restrain — mv  bosom  tear  ! 
At  every  ercuking  board  I  .-hake! 

(She  crosses  to  tuc  closet  door  and  taps.) 
Hist !  Florian!  Flojian!     Don  thou  wake  ? 
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Flor.  (from  within.)  Di6poil'd  of  light  and  liberty, 

Still  Fiorian  wakes  to  love  and  thee! 
Together.  The'  Cupid's  fair  and  flowery  chain 
Disastrous  late  with  tears  may  stain, 

And  blight  with  sighs  of  woej 
Yet  never  shall  the  faithful  rose 
A  canker  at  its  heal:  disclose. 
Ah!  no — ah,  never!  noi 

Car.  My  poor  prisoner!  my  dear  Fiorian!  what 
have  you  not  suffered  since  last  night. 

Flor.  Ah,  Carline!  I  faint  for  want  of  air.  For 
Heaven's  sake  open  the  door. 

Car.   I  cannot.     I  have  lost  the  key. 

Flor.  What  then  will  become  of  me  ? 

Car.  I  know  not.  I  have  been  crying  all  day.,  and 
now  the  approach  of  evening  adds  to  my  uneash  ess. 
To  know  that  you  suffer,  yet  be  unable  to  release  vou 
is  distraction.     Then,  if  by  any  chance,. the  key  which 

1  have  dropped  should  be  found  by  any  one  in  the 
house,  and  the  door  be  unlocked — O,  Fiorian!  the 
very  thought  terrifies  me  to  death. 

Flor.   Can't  we  force  the  lock  ? 

Car.  Ah!  no — the  least  noise  would  occasion  your 
discovery  ;  the  whole  family  are  in  the  room  just 
under  us. 

^Madame  harole  {calls  from  below)  Carline! 

Car.   Hark!  my  mother  calls  me.     I  must  go. 

Flor.  Ah,  Carline!  will  you  leave  rn.e  then  to 
perish  ? 

Car.  No.  Fiorian  no!  be  but  patient  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  — 

Mad  I,  (below).  Carline! 

Car.   i  am  called  again.      Adieu! 

Dor.   Carline!   only  one  word. 

Cat.   Chi  speak  it  then — c-uick,  quick! 
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Ninette  {calls  from  below).  Miss  Carline!  Mist 
Carline! 

Car.  Again;  surely  the  house  is  bewitched.  Hark! 
I  hear  Ninette  upon  the  stair-case.  vShe's  coining 
here — silence,  dear  Florian,  silence  for  your  life ! 

Enter  Ninette, 


AIR — Ninette. 

Why,  how  now,  Miss! 

Is't  come  to  this, 

That  folks  must  call, 

And  hoop  and  bawl, 
An  hour  before  you'll  answer? 

In  search  I  go, 

Above,  below, 

And  here,  and  there, 

And  every  where, 
Pfaith,  a  weary  dancer. 

Your  father  waits, 

Your  mother  prates, 

Come  down,  I  say, 

If  here  you  stay, 
They'll  rarely  rate  and  scold  you. 

Don't  pout  and  frown, 

You  must  come  down, 

Or  else  I'll  stake, 

Madame  will  make 
The  house  too  hot  to  hold  you. 

Car.  I  tell  you,  Ninette,  I  don't  like  to  come  down 
stairs. 

Nin.  You  won't  come,  and  you  don't  like  to  come 
^—pretty  answers  .truly.     Your  father  will  be  satisfied 
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with  them,  won't  he  ?  And  Madame,  your  mama 
shall  be  contented  too?  Aha!  my  little  mam'selle, 
you'll  be  scolded  rarely.  As  for  me,  I  shan't  take 
your  part ;  so  don't  reckon  upon  me  -,  no,  don't 
reckon  upon  me. 

Car.  Why  must  I  comedown  stairs— what  ami 
wanted  for  ? 

Nin.  Faith,  for  something  that  should  make  you 
brisk  of  step ;  to  meet  your  sweetheart — your  hus- 
band that  is  to  be.  There's  Mr.  Boncou*"  waiting  to 
see  you  in  the  parlour.  Mr.  Bcaoour,,  the  prettiest 
young  man  in  the  town.  A  gen  rlemah,  a  person  of 
decorum  and  politeness.  He  never  passes  me  in  the 
street  without  taking  off  hk  hat  and  making  a  respect- 
ful bow.  Then  it  is  always  "  Mam'selle  Ninette 
this,  and  Mam'selle  Ninette  that" — Oj  he's  the  very 
rose  of  good  breeding,  and  feels  a  proper  veneration 
for  the  fair  sex. 

Car.  He  shall  never  be  my  husband  for  all  that. 
I  had  rather  continue  a  maid  all  my  life. 

Nin.  Ay,  child,  that's  vtr\  pretty  talking  at  your 
age — but  at  my  time  of  life  you'd  think  otherwise. 
You  don't  know  half  the  horrors  of  such  a  situation. 
But — come,  come,  I  promised  Mr.  Boncour  to  bring 
you  down. 

Car.  Do  you  go  first,  and  say  I'll  come  presently — 
I'm  busy  here — I'm  searching  for  something* 

Nin.   Ay,  you  search,  but  I  find. 

Car.  Ah  !  what  did  you  say,  Ninette  I 

Nin.  I  say  that  you  are  a  careless,  heedless,  slat- 
ternly child  ;  and  if  it  wasn't  for  a  tidy  person,  like 
me,  always  looking  after  you— 

Car.  Nay,  but  I  can't  see. 

Nin.  No,  truly,  I  am  obliged  to  see-  for  you ; 
isn't  it  a  key  you  have  lost  ? 

Car.  Yes,  yes  j  have  you  found  it  ? 
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A7/?.  Do  you  know  this  ?  (holds  up  a  key  at  arm's 
length.) 

Car.  (eagerly)  Oh!  give  it  me!  my  dear  Ni- 
nette ! 

Nin.  Forsooth  !  you  must  have  the  charge  of  the 
store-closet,  of  all  the  thread  and  the  cotton,  and  all 
the  laces  and  ribbons. — Oh !  this  key  was  in  precious 
keeping,  wasn't  it  ? 

Car.  Nay,  pr'ythee  now,  give  it  me. 

Nin.  Suppose  any  of  our  quality  customers  had 
called,  would  it  not  have  been,  Miss  Carline, 
go  to  the  closet  and  fetch  me  down  the  newest  "  ar- 
ticles ?" — Ay  !  but  then  Miss  Carline  has  lost  the 
key,  and   the  door  must  be  broke  open. 

Car.  Broke  open !  Oh !  Ninette  how  can  you 
frighten  me  so  ? 

Nin.  Oh  !  these  young  girls  !  But  Mr.  Boncour 
waits.     Come,   come ! 

Car.  Yes  ;  but  the  key,  Ninette. 

Nin.  No,  no  ;  you  are  not  to  be  trusted  with  it  : 
I  shall  give  it  to  your  mama. 

Car.  Heaven  forbid  !  Now,  be  good-natured,  my 
dear,  pretty,  little,  Ninette. 

Nin.  Will  you  come  to  Mr.  Boncour  ? 

Car.  Yes,  in  a  minute  ;  but  the  key  ! 

Nin.  Well,  I  can't  stay  any  longer. 

Car.   (following.)     But  the  key,  Ninette,  the  key ! 


DUETTO.— Carline  and  Ninette. 

Car.  Give  me  the  key,  before  you  leave  me, 
Give  me  the  key,   Ninette,  I  pray  ; 

Nin,  No,  no,  again,  you  sha'nt  deceive  me, 

This  key  with  me  more  sate  shall  stay 
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Car.  Nay,  nay,  I'm  sure  you  can't  refuse  it, 
But  trust  me  with  it,  this  once  more  I 

Nin.  In  half  an  hour  again  you'll  lose  it, 
I  know  your  heedless  tricks  before. 

Car.  Nay,  but  Ninette,  before  you  leave  me, 
Tira,  tira  lira,  tira  lira,  la. 

Nin.  No,  no,  Ffaith,  you  can't  deceive  me, 
With  tira,  lira,  and  lira  lira,  la  ! 

II. 

Nin,  Come,  Miss  Carline,  your  faithful  lover 
Breathes  out  your  name  in  sighs  below  ; 

Car.  Nay,  not  till  I  the  key  recover, 

Beyond  this  chamber  will  I  go. 

Nin.  I  tell  you,  miss,  in  safer  keeping, 

The  key  you  ask  for  must  remain  ; 

Car.  See,  see,  a  spider  darkly  creeping,     (snatches  the 
Aha  !  the  prize  is  mine  again.  hey. J 

Nin.  Fye  !  wicked  hussey,  to  deceive  me, 
With  tira  lira,  tira  lira  la. 

Car.  Now,  if  she  please,  Ninette,  may  leave  me, 
Tira  lira,  tira  lira,  la. 

\_Exit  Ninette. 

Car.  Precious  moment  i  now  to  give  liberty  to 
him  I  love.      (She  opens  the  door,  Florian  appears.) 

Flo.  Oh  !   my  Carline ! 

Car.  Speak  low!  Ninette  has  scarcely  reached  the 
bottom  of  the  stairs. 

Flo.  Thank  Heaven  !  I  can  once  more  move  and 
breathe  at  freedom  !  Once  more  I  am  blessed  with 
the  sight  of  all  1  love  !  of  my  benefactress — of  her 
who  ha^  preserved  my  life. 
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Car.  Ah  !  say  rather  it  is  my  own  life  I  have  pre- 
served ;  for  has  not  Carline  vowed  to  die  with 
FJorian  ? 

Flo.  Kind !  faithful  girl !  Yet,  alas  !  my  death  is 
only  deferred,  not  prevented. 

Car.  Oh  !  do  not  say  so  !  Have  you  not  escaped 
your  guards  ?  and  are  you  not  in  safety  here. 

Flo.  But  I  cannot  remain  here  always.  Too  soon 
my  retreat  must  be  discovered,  and  then  as  a  de- 
serter— 

Car.  Hold  !  I  cannot  bear  the  thought !  Have  cou- 
rage !  have  patience ! 

Flo.  1  have ;  Yes,  I  have  every  thing  when  I  look 
upon  Carline.  When  I  see  her,  when  I  press  her 
to  my  bosom,  sorrow  flies,  and  danger  seems  no 
more. 

Lav.  (without.)  Allons!   Mr.  Boncour  ? 

Car.  Peace !  Voices  sound  upon  the  stair-case. 
'Tis  my  father  and  Boncour.  Fly !  fly !  1  will  not 
lock  the  closet  again  ;  there  is  an  inward  spring, 
which,  when  closely  pressed,  secures  the  door,  and 
may  be  withdrawn  by  yourself  at  pleasure.     Away  ! 

Flo.  Are  they  coining  here  ? 

Car.   Yes,  yes;  away  this  instant  !  (Florian  retires.) 

Enter  La  role  and  Boncour. 

Lar.  Allons!  Mr.  Boncour!  Allons!  she's  here. — 
Why  do  you  hang  back  ?  Courage,  man  !  courage! 
never  be  frightened  at  a  woman.  Aha!  Carline, 
I've  brought  him  to  you.  There  he  is  !  the  happy 
lover — full  of  unutterable  thoughts,  and  inexpressible 
desires.  He's  come  to  plead  his  passion.  Allons!  Mr. 
Boncour,  allons  !      (Strikes  Boncour  on  t/ie  hack.) 

Bon.  Dear  sir, — if  you  think  my  importr.niiy  will 
not  offend — 

1V2 
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Lar.  Importunity  offend  a  woman !  Pooh  !  it  al- 
ways pleases  them,  they  like  to  be  pressed  —  Besides,  if 
you  don't  put  the  question,  how  can  you  expect 
an  answer;  the  girl  can't  make  love  to  you — Zounds ! 
you  look  as  dismal  as  an  English  fog  in  November  ! 
Brighten  up  your  looks  !  be  brisk  !  be  bold  !  be 
spruce  !  be  debonairc  !  Copy  my  features,  always 
smiling  and  agreeable  ! 

Bon.  1  will,  sir! — hem! — Miss  Cai line,  you  see 
that  I  am  come — 

Car.  Yes,  sir — I  see  that  you  are  come. 

Bon.  Theie,  how  she's  laughing  at  me — Ah  !  it's 
always  so. 

Lar.  Pooh!  never  mind  her  laughing — The 
smile  of  a  mistress  is  always  esreemed  a  mark  of 
favor;  then  surely,  when  she  laughs  at  us,  the  obli- 
gation must  be  increased.  Aha!  Carline,  what  say 
you? 

Car.  You  may  perceive,  sir,  that  I  say  nothing. 

Lar.  Just  the  case  with  your  mama,  my  dear 
Madame  Larole,  when  I  popp'd  the  critical  cuestion 
to  her  j  she  said  nothing,  but  then  she  look'd — Oh  ! 
Venus  and  Adonis,   ho  v  she  look'd  ! 

Car.  W?s  my  mama  so'  vcty  silent,  before  she 
married.  Sir  ? 

Lar.  ^cs  child  ;  remarkable  for  silence  before 
marriage,  but  she  lost  that  singula! ity  very  soon  af- 
terwards. Aha!  Ivlr.  Boncour,  1  wish  you  could 
have  seen  me,  in  my  days  of  courtship;  'twould 
have  been  a  lessen  for  you  ;  so  passionate,  yet  so 
respectful — replete  with  insinuation — brimful  of  sen- 
timent—  a  very  Proteus  in  complaisance — varying 
my  manners  with  all  the  caprices  of  my  charmer — 
Madame  Larole,  dear  creature!  was  always  fond  of 
music  to  distraction,  and  I  contrived  to  prosecute 
my  amour  after  the  rules  of  her  favourite  science. 
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Bon.  How  so,  sir  ? 

Lar.  First,  I  ogled  her  at  a  distance,  con  expression 
—•on  nearer  approach,  made  my  bow  ajfetuoso — 
whispered  love  in  a  minor  key — proposed  marriage  by 
an  criminal  ove't lire — carried  her  to  church  allegro 
agitato — and  wenc  thru' all  the  ceremonies  con  spirit o 
and  perfectly  in  time. 

Bon.  And  did  your  attention  to  the  laws  of  har- 
mony last  beyond  the  honey-mo;>n? 

Lnr.  Ye?,  faith  1  to  he  sure;  Madame  Larole now 
and  then  rattles  over  the  sharps  a  I  libitum,  but  I  al- 
ways avoid  discord,  by  dropping  a  note. 

Btn.  Ah  !   Sir,  you  h<ve  a  happy  temper. 

Lar.  i  know  it,  and  1  am  ind  btfd  for  ;t  intirely 
to  matiimom — that  delightful  state,  frees  a  man  from 
all  anxieties,  and  his  days  glide  on  in  a  smooth  un- 
ru .Tied  current,  one  unvaried  tenor  of  serenity  and 
peace. 

Msd.  Lar.  (c  a' Is  from  below  in  a  sharp  voice)  Mr. 
Larolt  !    Mr.  Laro'.e  ! 

Lar.  Egad!  that's  Madame  Larole's  voice!  I'll 
come,  my  love,  presently! 

Mad.  Lar.  (J row  below)  "Presently"  wont  do  — 
I  insist  upon  your  coming  this  moment! 

Lar.  There!  she  "  insists  upon  my  coming  this 
moment."  What  a  proof  of  a  ilea  ion! — vie  can't 
live  without  mycompan-  ;  Ah!  Boncour!  net  mar- 
ried divectlv,  Voit  can't  enjoy  such  felicity  10  >  soon. 

Mad.  Lnr.   (below)  Mr.  1  .arole,  1  say — 

Jjar.  I'm  coming,  my  angel,  I'm  c<  ming.  —  (Exit 
hastily. ) 

Bon.  Well,  Miss  Carline,  von  may  goes?  the  busi- 
ness that  brings  me  here;  will  von  accept  an  honest 
man  for  your  husband?  you  demanded  ih.ee  months 
to  consider  of  my  <  roposali,  and  cnose  months  have 
expired. 


14  THE  YOUNG  HUSSAR, 

Car.  Yes,  sir,  they  have  expired — heigho. 

Bon.  And  is  heigho  the  only  encouragement  you 
can  give  me  ?  Ah  !  Carline,  how  have  I  deserved  this 
scorn? 

Car.  Indeed,  Mr.  Boncour,  I  have  a  great  respect 
for  you,  but  I  can't  love  you —  that  is,  I  can't  love 
any  body. 

Ben.  Nay,  miss,  you  arc  not  so  insensible  either, 
for  I  am  certain  that  Florian,  that  young  soldier  who 
used  to  come  here  so  often.-  — 

Car,  Ah !  what  of  poor  FJoi  ian,  have  you  heard 
any  news  of  him  ? 

Bon,  Only  that  he  will  be  shot  whenever  he  is 
taken  j  a  silly  boy  \  to  sell  his  regimentals,  refuse  to 
assign  any  reason,  and  afterwards  to  desert,  yes,  he'll 
certainly  be  shot. 

Car,  Poor  Florian! 

Bon.  Come  now,  confess  that  you  had  some  liking 
for  that  young  man,  not  that  I  am  jealous  of  him  now, 
for,  poor  fellow,  he's  far  enough  off  by  this  time,  and 
never  will  shew  his  face  in  this  country.  (Florian 
opens  the  closet  a  little ■,  looks  out  and  listens)  Besides,  I 
am  a  much  fitter  husband  for  you,  I  who  am  your 
townsman,  and  your  neighbour. 
C  a  k  l i  n  e  -perceives  Florian,  and  motions  him  to  close 
the  door,  in  evident  alarm. 

Car.  Let  us  go  down  stairs,  Mr.  Boncour,  we  can 
converse  upon  the  subject  better  there. 

Bon.  No — some  goods  have  just  arrived,  and  the 
warehouse  and  the  parlour  are  both  in  confusion  with 
them. 

Car.  Some  goods  have  just  arrived,  did  you  say, 
sir?  oh,  then  I  am  wanted  to  assist  in  unpacking 
them. 

Bon.  No,  no,  Carline,  you  are  not  wanted,  let  mc 
request  you  to  be  serious. 

Car.  Hark  !  I  am  called,  indeed  I  must  go. 
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Ron.  I  heard  no  call. 

Car.  Yes  indeed  there  was — I  must  leave  you. 
Bon.  Nay  Carline — but  one  word — 
Car.  Some  other  time  then  ;  indeed,  I  can't  stay  to 
hear  you  now. 

Ben.  Nay,  you  shall  hear  me. 

Car.  Shall  !   Ah'    constraint  is  death  to  love. 


AIR.- Carline. 

The  tuneful  Bird  from  freedom  torn, 
With  silent  throat,  and  crest  forlorn, 

Meets  each  return  of  glorious  day. 
Tho'  wires  of  gold  its  wings  confine, 
And  round  enticing  splendours  shine, 

Ah  !   still  content  is  faraway. 

2. 

Let  generous  hands  unclose  the  grate, 
Again  with  song  and  crest  elate, 

Aloft  the  merry  warbler  flies ; 
And  as  thro'  yielding  air  it  soars. 
New  strains  of  grateful  rapture  pours, 

A  hymn  to  freedom  and  the  skies. 

(  Breaks  fr  cm  him  and  exit.) 

Bon.  It's  filw.n-s  tliu^,  how  provoking  she  is,  but 
then  how  beautiful  ;  •she  certainly  docs  not  love  me, 
and  what's  more,  I  fear  >he  never  wili.  Yet,  chat's 
strange,  tor  I've  always  been  reckon'd  the  smarter 
\oung  man  in  town,  and  I  am  su:e  there  are  plenty  of 
girls,  aye,  and  with  l"  a  tunes  too,  whom  I  might  mar- 
ry to  morrow— I  have  a  great  mind  to  give  her  up, 
bur.  then  her  shape  is  so  graces.!,  her  bl.e^es  '•ofall 
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of  tenderness,  lips  so  red,  teeth  so  white,  and  then 
such  a  hand.  Oh  !  how  I  wish  she  would  give  m- 
that  hand. 


Enter  Ninette. 

Nin.  What  all  alone,  Mr.  Boncour  ?  dear  heart, 
I  protest  yon  look  quite  sorrowful. 

Bon.  Ah  !  Ninette,  I  have  no  great  reason  to  be  in 
spirits. 

Nin.  Aye!  I  guess  how  ic  is8  Miss  Carline  has 
been  flouting  you  again,  but  don't  take  it  to  heart,  Sir, 
consider  'tis  but  a  child,  that  does  not  know  as  yet 
what's  good  for  her — marriage — the  vcvy  idea  of 
marriage  to  a  young  girl  is  always  terrible,  when 
first  proposed,  and  the  name  of  a  husband  frightens 
her  worse  than  that  of  a  hobgoblin.  It's  very  dif- 
ferent with  females  of  a  more  discreet  time  of  life; 
Ah!  sir,  I  wish  for  your  sake,  that  any  body  would 
offer  marriage  to  me;  just  that  I  might  set  the  child 
a  proper  example  of  fortitude. 

Ben.  Faith,  my  good  Ninette  !  I  begin  to  despair 
of  success. 

Nin.  What !  a  young,  a  rich,  ay,  and  a  handsome 
man,  talk  of  despair  with  a  girl! — lor  shame,  sir! 
only  pluck  up  a  spirit,  and  I'll  ensure  you  the  prize! 
But  you  must  not  expect  to  gain  her  by  sighing  and 
dvinrjf-.  and  dan yding  after  her  !  No,  no!  faint  heart 
never  won  fair  lady  ! — Now,  fancy  yourself  an  officer, 
sir,  going  to  reduce  some  little  fortress ;  if  you  only 
blockade  the  place  at  a  distance  it  may  hold  out  for 
a  wearisome  while  :  but  march  boldly  up  to  the 
walls  at  once  ;  give  the  word  of  attack,  and  mount 
the  rampart,  sword  in  hand — odds  my  life  !  but  the 
day's  your  own,  and  the  garrison  surrenders  at  discre- 
tion. 
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DUETTO.— Ninette  and  Boncoun 

iVw.  With  fife  and  drum 

Bold  Captains  come, 
And  swear  to  conquer  or  die  ; 

So  brave  they  show, 

They  scare  the  foe, 
And  warn  them  soon  to  fly. 

Bon.  I  fain  would  try, 

But  spirits  fly, 
And  ever  at  the  moment  fall; 

So  faith,  Ninette, 

My  love  I'll  forget, 
For  ah  1   'twill  ne'er  avail. 

Nln.  Fye,  ye,  for  shame, 
Honour  and  fame, 
Forbid  a  young  man  to  despair; 
A  smart  address, 
And  a  bold  caress, 
Will  always  vanquish  the  fair. 

Beth.   With  fife,  Sec. 
I  fain,  &c. 

Nin.  Allons  with  a  grace, 

To  the  right  about  face, 
The  ladies  all  sigh  and  admire  ; 
Filing  so  merrily, 
Drumming  so  cheerily, 
March,  salute,  and  fire. 
Both.   Filing,  Sec.  {Exeunt. 

Florian  opens  the  closet  cautiously,  listens  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  advances,  leaving  the  door juit  a-jar. 

Flor.  At  last,  the   room  is    clear,  and  for  a  short 
interval  I  mav  again  snatch  the  blessings  of  air  and 
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space.  *Tis  almost  dusk,  and  in  a  few  hours  all  the 
family  will  be  buried  in  repose. — Then,  under  the 
cover  of  the  darkness,  I  may  venture  into  the  street, 
and  attempt  an  escape. — Oh  !  Fortune  !  Fortune ! 
thou  art  a  malignant  witch,  and  thy  wheel  inflicts 
mere  subtle  torments  than  all  the  racks  of  an  inquisi- 
tor. But  two  days  since,  and  how  bright  were  my 
prospects !  Elate  in  the  career  of  glory,  the  pride  of 
an  honest  father's  heart,  noticed  by  my  commander, 
respected  by  my  comrades,  and  beloved  by  the  pret- 
tiest girl  in  all  Loraine — What  am  I  now  ?  A  fugitive  ; 
disgraced,  condemned ;  every  one  blames,  every 
one  abandons  me  !  Yet,  no — one  heart  still  accepts 
me.  Thou.  Carline !  thou  alone  art  mine ! — de- 
prived of  thee,  poor  Florian  were  indeed  a  wretch  !  but, 
assured  of  thy  affection,  his  heart  sits  lightly,  and 
Hope's  warm  impulse  revels  in  his  veins. 

Hark  !  I  hear  somebody  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.— 
'Tis  the  old  housekeeper  again  ;  1  must  to  my  covert. 
(Runs  hastily  against  the  closet-door — it  closes.) 
'Sdeath  !  the  door  has  fastened — the  inward  spring  has 
caught ! — Undone!  Ican't  force  it  open — she's  coming; 
what  will  become  of  me  ?  Ah!  this  table  !  Oh!  Cupid  ! 
if  thou  art  not  indeed  quite  blind,  look  down  in  pity 
and  preserve  me.  (He  conceals  himself  under  citable, 
which  is  covered  ?cith  a  green  cloth,  reaching  nearlu 
to  the  ground  on  each  side.) 

Enter  Ninette   (with  a  candle.) 

]\in.  Oh  !  blessed  St.  Ursula  !  strengthen  my  back! 
If  I  pass  up  and  clown  this  stair-case  once,  I  do  a 
hundred  times  in  the  course  of  the  day  !  Now,  for- 
sooth, Madame  must  take  her  coffee  in  this  room, 
because  the  parlour  is  filled  with  the  fresh  goods. 
Then  it's  "  Ninette,  run  up  stairs,  close  the  win- 
"  dows,  light  the  candles,  and  place  every  thing  in 
'*  order  directly." — Aye.  aye,  such  is  the  way  from 
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morning  till  night. — Poor  old  Ninette  must  fly  here 
and  there  and  every  where ;  waking  or  sleeping-*at 
meals  or  at  prayers,  there  is  no  peace  for  her. 

Madame  L.  (from  below  J  Ninette  ! 

Nin.  There  again ! — nobody  cares  how  my  old 
bones  ache ! — well !  well !  needs  must  when  the  devil 
drives. 

[Ninette  passes  to  the  window,  and  drojxs  the  cur- 
tain, meanwhile  Florian  lifts  the  cloth  in  front,  and 
expresses  anxiety. J 

Now  let  me  see — Aye !  I  must  draw  the  table  more 
in  the  middle  of  the  room. — {she  pushes  the  table  for- 
ward from  behind — Ilorian  advances  with  it  on  his* 
hands  and  knees — she  places  four  chairs  round  the 
table  talking  all  the  time) — I  do  verily  believe,  there 
is  some  witchcraft  in  the  house  to  day  1  for  my  pantry 
has  been  ransacked  of  all  the  cold  fowl  and  jelly,  that 
I  laid  by  last  night  after  supper. — Now,  nobody  has 
borrowed  my  key,  except  MLws  Carline,  and  her  ap- 
petite, poor  child,  is  very  tiny.  I  have  heard  that 
the  fairies  are  sad  thieves  in  a  pantry — but  then,  a 
fairy  is  a  very  little  creature,  and  never  could  devour 
such  an  unconscionable  quantity  of  victuals  at  one 
meal. — No!  no!   it  can't  be  a  fairy  ! 

Enter  ~LA.ROLF.with  a  candle,  followed- by  Boncour, 
leading  Madame  La  role,  and  Carline. 

Lav.  (officiously)  Take  care,  my  angel — mind 
the  corner  of  the  bannister. 

Mad.  L.  Ha  !  ha !  I  protest  Mr.  Boncour,  you 
are  the  most  complaisant  person  in  existence,  and 
your  little  delicate  assiduities  are  the  bravura  passages 
in  good  breeding. 

Lar.  Aha  !  spouse.,  and  what  do  you  say  to  my 
assiduities  ? 

Mad.  L.  Your's,  Mr.  Larole,  your's  !  the  drone 
of  a  bag-pipe,   and  the  twang  of  Jew's-harp  !    no,  no, 

C   2 
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Sir !  positively  you  have  no  refinement ! — no  suscepti- 
bility !—  no  taste  ! 

Lar.  Nay,  pardon  me  there !  my  taste  must  b& 
acknowledged  from  my  choice  of  a  wife,  (bowing 
fantastically.) 

Mad.  Jj.  Well,  that's  pretty,  I  protest!  infinitely 
prerty  ! — isn't  i;,  Boncour  ? — unexpected  too — like 
an  allegro  change,  after  aduil  adagio. —  Ninette  !  Ni- 
nette !   where's  our  coffee  ? 

Nin.  (pettishly)  Bl*ss  the  king  and  all  his  nobles! 
where  should  it  be,  bur  on  the  fire  below  ? 

Mad  L  Fly  rhen,  and  bring  it  here — rapid  as  the 
tolaro  of  a  first  soprano — fly  ' 

Nin.  Fly,  quotha  ! — do  you  take  me  for  a  race- 
horse, to  gallop  a  mile  in  a  minute  ?  I  am  going  as 
fast  as  I  can.      (She  takes  one  of  the  candles) 

Mad.  L.  What !  are  we  to  be  left  with  only  one 
candle  ? 

Nin.  Would  you  have  me  break  my  neck  down 
that  dark  stair-case?  Aye,  I  warrant  me,  nobody 
would  care  for  what  might  happen  to  poor  old  Ninette 
— odds  my  life  !  how  I  am  driven  from  post  to  pillar ! 
I  lead  a  worse  life  than  a  galley  slave !  [  Exit, 

(During  this  dialogue,  Carlike   has  drawn  near  the 
closet,  and  betrays  continual  anxiety) 

Mad.  L.  Carline  !  my  dear  child,  you  look  ab- 
solutel)  penscroso — your  spirits  are  a  key  too  low  ; 
for  heaven's  sake,   get  more  in  alt  ! 

Car.     Nay,  mama,  lam  very  ch earful,  I'm  sure! 

Mad.  L.  Come,  child,  you  shall  give  us  some 
music,  v  hile  Ninette  prepares  our  coffee — fetch  the 
last  new  piece  of  music — Mr.  Boncour  I  know  will 
yield  to  my  entreaties,  and  accompany  you  with  his 
voice. 

JBon.  To  please  any  part  of  this  family,  is  my 
pride,  my  pleasure ! 
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Mad.  L,  Exquisitely  gallant !  Music,  I  confess  it, 
Is  my  foible — I  delight  in  the  enchanting  science  to 
enthusiasm — a  full  chorus  transports  me  to  the  spheres 
— a  plaintive  solo  melts  my  very  soul  into  sentiment, 
and  then  a  passionate  duetto 

Lor.  Aye,  that's  my  favourite — twenty  years  ago, 
Madame  Larole  and  I  used  to  practise  the  passionate 
duetto  perpetually. 

Mad.  L.  You,  Mr.  Larole  !  you  practise  a  duetto 
with  me  ? — lmpossioie  !  you  never  had  sufficient 
powers. 

Lar.  I  grant,  my  love,  that  your  voice  alwavs 
overpowered  mine — but  here  and  there  I  could  fling 
in  a  wild  note. 

Mad.  L.  Well,  Carline!  why  don't  you  fetch 
the  music  ? 

Car.     Indeed,  I — I — I  don't  know  where  I   left  it. 

Mad.  L.  It's  in  the  closet,  child ! — fetch  it  in- 
stantly. 

Car.      I  can't  open  that  closet — indeed  \  can't. 

Mad.  L.  How  now,  Miss,  you  can't  ? — but  £ 
insist. 

Car.  Oh !  heavens  we  are  lost  ! — (the  learn 
againsVthe  table  for  support} 

M<(d.  L. — Give  me  the  key  directly,  fhiss! 

Car.  —  Oh  !  mama  !  pray  forgive  me,  and — 

•J^lorian  just  lifts   the    cloth    in  front   so   as  to  bt 
perceived  by  Carline,  and  not  bij  the  other*.) 

Car.  {struggling  with  agitation)  Oh  !  yes,  yes  ; 
here's  the  key,  mama. — {she  presents  the  key  to 
Mad.  L.) 

Mad.  L.  Why,  chikl !  are  you  going  into  hysterics  ? 
you  render  yourself  inordinately  ridiculous,  and  you 
know  that  of  all  terraqueous  vies,  affectation  is  my 
antipathy  ! — [she  posses  to  the  closet  with  Boncour.) 

l.ar.  (aside  to  Car.)  Aha!  I  guess  how  it  is,  you 
have  lost  something  out  of  that  closet — eh  !  Miss : 
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Car.  I  had  lost  something,  sir  ! — but  indeed  I 
have  found  it  again. 

(Boncgur  and  Mad.  L,  bring  forward  the  music— 
Carline  is  on  the  left  of  the  table,  the  rest  on 
the  contrary  side.) 

Mad.  L.  Now,  Mr.  Boncour,  this  is  the  new  piece 
of  music  ;  "  The  blindness  of  Cupid  ?" — ah  !  music  ! 
music !  ravishing,  soul- subduing  science  !  the  voice 
is  the  chief  medium  through  which  we  captivate  the 
heart — remember  that  Boncour  ! 

Bon.  Yes,  madam,  and  it  is  the  heart  that  directs 
the  hand. 

Car.  (passes  her  hand  to  Flori an.J  True,  Mr. 
Boncour,  that  is  sometimes  the  case. 

Bon.     Ah  !  may  I  hope  it  is  the  case  at  present  ? 

Car,  Nay,  you  question  too  closely — that  is  my 
secret. 

Mad.  L.     Come,  Carline,  begin  ; 

Car.  {aside)  What  shall  I  do  ?—  if  by  any  means 
he  could  return  to  the  closet  unperceived — 

Mad.  L.     Carline  !    1  say  ! 

Car.     (Mailing  signals  to  Flori anJ  I  am  ready  I 

(Boncour  holds  the  music-hook  and  candle  before 
Carline  for  her  to  sing. — All  the  characters  art 
directly  in  front  of  the  cable.) 

FINALE. 
AIR. —  Carline. 

Car. — Old  poets  picture  Cupid  blind, 

And  o'er  his  eves  a  bandage  draw, 
But  Love  thro'  worlds  his  way  can  find, 
And  give  both  prince  and  peasant  law. 
For  tho'  no  sight,  poor  child,  has  he, 
Love  leads  at  pleasure  those  who  see. 
Fal  tie  ral  lal  la  ! 
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As  menials  ape  their  betters  oft. 

So  lovers,  like  their  god,  delight 
In  darkness  veil'd*  to-  whisper  soft, 

And  snatch  their  dearest  joys  from  night. 
Unseeing  and  unseen  they  bend, 
For  darkness  is  the  Lover's  friend. 
Fal  de  ral  lal  la  ! 

(L a r o le  and  Wife  -j^in  in  the  burden,  while  C a r l i nte 
affects  to  snuff  the  candle  and  ly  a  rapid  motion,  as  by 
accident,  extinguishes  the  light ;  -$'.  the  same  instant  the 
Stage  becomes  totally  darkened. 

Lor.     Zounds,  daughter,  zounds  !  what  the  devil  have  you 
done, 
Quick,  hussy,  quick,  for  a  candle  quickly  run! 

(he  goes  towards  the  stair-case.) 
Lights!    lights !   Ninette !     Docs  the  woman   hear 
me  call? 
Ninette,  Ninette! 
Nin.  (from  below)    I  have  let  the  coffee  fall. 
Car.  (to  Flo.)   Now,  Florian,  now,  the  moment  seize, 
You'll  reach  the  closet  now  with  ease. 
(Conxour's  hand  meets  that  ofCARLlNE.) 
Bon.   Faith,  Miss  Carline,  your  song  was  true, 

For  darkness  is  the  lover's  friend,   (kisses  her  hand.) 
Car.  (withdrawing) .   Yes,  Sir,  indeed,  I  think  with  you, 

That  darkness  is  the  lover'--  friend. 
Flor.  (advancing).  Oh!   god  of  love;  thv  vot'ry  view. 

Now  to  his  need  thy  impulse  lend. 
(Concour,  pursuing  Carlinf.'s  havd,metts  Flop.ja.n's.) 
Bon.     Why,  charming  creature,  why  this  fear! 

Why  shun  a  passion  so  sincere? 
(Florian  extendi;;*  Ids  other  hand  encounters  that  qj  ?/ta- 
dame  L.'s,  lie  dr. net  her  toward*  Boxco«:it,   and  [do*  rig 
their  hand*  in  each  rJhcr,  extricate*  hiui^elf.) 
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Lar.  fat  the  stairs  stamping),  Ninette,  Ninette! 

Flor.  (crvcping  to  the  closet)  \  Ah!  which  way, fly? 

[He  ?ne<tf.5  Carline).  This  hand  I  know. 

Car.  Hush!  Jhush!  'tis  I.  {She  leads  him  to  the  closet  door.) 

Lar.  (stamping  vehemently) .  Ninette,  Ninette  !   She's  deaf 

I  tear. 
Nin.   Oh!  what  a  bawling.     I  am  here! 

(Ninette  enters  with  the  coffee  and  a  light  just  as  Car- 
line  closes  the  door  upon  Flor  I  an  :  the  Stage  is  re* 
illuminated  at  the  e.Mct  moment.) 

Lar.  &?  \    From  darkness  emerging,  wax-tapers  restore 
Bon.       j    The  features  of  beauty  to  eyes  that  adore. 

Car.  Mr.  Boncour!  ha!  ha! 

Bon.  Miss  Carline,  what  d'ye  say? 

Car.  Only  fal  de  ral  la,  sir,  and  fal  de  ral  la! 

Nin.  Your  coffee  will  cool,  Miss  Carline,  why  d'ye  stay? 

Car.  I'm  coming,  I'm  coming — fal  lade  ral  la! 

(Carline  dances  capriciously  to  the  burden  of  the  first  Air, 
while  the  other  characters   draw  their  seals   round   the 

table.) 

The  curtain  falls  upon  the  scene. 


ETVD    OP   THE    FIRST   ACT, 
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ACT      II. 


SCENE  I. — A  public  square  in  the  totcn,  on  one  side 
the  guard-house. 

An  Officer  and  Soldiers  enter  and  parade  the  stage. 

GLEE. 

Merrily,  merrily! 
Sounds  th4  long  roll  of  the  beaten  drum. 

Cheerily,  cheerily ! 
Soldiers  at  call  of  their  duty  come. 

Readily,  readily  ! 
March  away  boys,  to  the  beat  of  the  drum. 

Steadily,  steadily  ! 
March  away,  boys!  till  your  guide  be  dumb. 

Enter   Boncour. 

0(f.  Good  morrow,  Mr.  Boncour.  You  meet  me 
on  the  way  to  your  house,  with  an  order  from  the 
Commandant. 

Bon.  Indeed!  what  is  the  purport  of  your  visit? 

Off*.  To  apprehend  a  deserter  from  the  garrison,  one 
Florian  de  Valancourt,  who  is  suspected  to  be  con- 
cealed there. 
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Bon.  Florian  concealed  in  my  house!  Impossi- 
ble! 

Off.  Nay,  I  must  confess  the  suspicion  is  rather 
whimsical,  as  the  young  man  is  publickly  known  to 
be  your  rival  with  the  pretty  Carline.  However,  this 
is  the  affair :  -Yesterday  Florian  appeared  upon  the 
parade  without  his  sword  and  accoutrements,  the 
Commandant  called  him  from  the  ranks  and  demand- 
ed the  cause  of  such  neglect.  For  a  moment  the 
youth  blushed  deeply,  and  hung  his  head  in  silence  ; 
but  at  length  he  confessed  that  he  had  sold  his  arms 
to  raise  money  for  a  secret  purpose,  which  racks 
should  never  force  him  to  divulge.  Immediately  the 
poor  fellow  was  put  under  arrest,  and  sentenced  to 
receive  a  thousand  lashes.  But  on  his  way  to  the 
prison  he  suddenly  broke  from  his  guards,  and  rush- 
ing down  the  street  in  which  you  reside,  in  an  in- 
stant escaped  from  their  pursuit. 

Bon.  But  how  am  I  suspected  ? 

Off.  The  barriers  have  been  closely  guarded  ever 
since ;  and  therefore,  'tis  certain,  Florian  must  still  be 
in  the  town.  And  a  passenger  has  just  deposed  he 
saw  the  fugitive  enter  either  your  house,  or  that  of 
your  next  neighbour,  Larole,  the  mercer. 

Bon.  You  certainly  have  been  misinformed  ;  but  I 
bow  to  the  authority  of  the  Commandant,  and  submit 
my  house  intirely  to  your  search. 

Off.  I  only  act  in  obedience  to  my  orders.  March, 
comrades,  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Boncour,  the  merchant, 
in  the  street  of  Alsace,  three  doors  beyond  the  church 
of  St.  Nicholas.     March! 

{The  military  march  off  singing  the  chorus  as  before.) 

Bon.  Either  my  house,  or  my  neighbour  Larole's, 
he  said.  Surely  Carline  cannot  have  hidden  this 
youth  unknown  to  her  parents?  I  am  confounded, 
and  know  not  what  to  think.      Poor  Florian !   had 
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chance  really  directed  him  to  the  door  of  his  rival,  his 
misfortunes  should  have  been  his  passport,  and  he 
should  have  found  the  fire-side  of  an  honest  man  to 
be  as  strict  a  sanctuary  as  the  altar  of  a  church. 

AIR. — Boncour. 

Be  mine,  O  ye  powers,  whilst  I  live  a  good  name, 

Unspotted  by  envy  or  hate. 
Not  such  as  Ambition,  perchance,  would  call  fame, 

But  humble  and  match'd  with  my  state. 
Let  the  world  thus  report  me,  wherever  f  rove. 

"  Drawn  from  Nature's  first  plan, 

"  View  a  plain  honest  man, 
"  Sincere  in  his  friendship,  and  faithful  in  love." 

When  Time's  certain  hand  shall  have  frosted  my  pate, 

And  chill'd  the  quick  fires  at  my  heart, 
Let  no  marble  trophy  these  reliques  await, 

But  my  tomb  a  meek  lesson  impart, 
And  posterity  read,  around  the  spot  as  they  rove, 

"  In  this  dark  narrow  span, 

"  Lies  a  plain  honest  man, 
"  Sincere  in  his  friendship,  and  faithful  in  love." 

lExit. 

STNE   II — Larole's  bouse  as  before. 

The  room  is  no-sj  crow  ed  iv  fh  pac'"vrr-cases,  bales  of  dif~ 
jC  en-  U    ns    Iff     in  disor  r . 

Florian  is  too  Jug  in    gi'a  ion  thro*  the  ivindcjj, 

F  0    Heaven-!    all    the   >.e  -.■  <      'not   •■  street  are 
beset   with  soldiers ;  and  an  oincer  has  just  entered 
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the  next  house  with  a  party.  Si  rtly  my  retreat  i§ 
discovered — what. will  become  of  me? — If  I  could  but 
speak  to  Carline — I  hear  her  on  the  stairs — Ah  !  No, 
'tis  hat  tiresome  old  house-keeper — again  I  must:  re- 
tire— cruel,  dreadful  suspense  !       (Enters  the  closet.) 

Enter  Ninette  followed  by  Bertrand. 

Nin.  Take  care,  sir,  how  you  step,  our  stair-case 
is  no:  veiy  light. 

Ber.  I  t<iank  you,  my  good  woman,  I  thank  you. 

Nin.  This  is  a  terrible  bear-garden  of  a  place  to 
biing  you  into,  sir,  all  in  litter  and  confusion,  but  it's 
no  fault  of  mme,  I  made  this  room  so  clean  yesterday, 
that  you  might  have  eaten  of]  the  boards.  But  some 
fresh  merchanci'zc  i^just  arrived,  and  now  every  thing 
is  turned  topsy-turvy. 

Ber,  I  require  no  apologies,  but  your  master — 

Nin.  Why,  as  to  my  master,  sir,  both  he,  and 
Madame  L  ;role,  my  lad\,  have  walked  out  into  the 
town.  But  Miss  Carline,  their  daughter,  is  below  in 
the  warehouse.  I'ii  op  and  take  her  place  there,  while 
she  steps  up  to  speak  with  you  ;  pray  take  a  seat, 
sir,  you  lor  k  quic  fani.ued,  pi  ay  rake  a  seat,  sir, 
{she  wipes  *  cb«i  with  her  hctndkrchuf)  you  need  not 
be  afraid,  s»<  f  jirr  g  yourt.iodihs,  i  's  only  a  little 
clem  dust.  v  H baking  b  v  handkei chief  as  she  pas- 
ses out)  As  I  hope.  io  »..  married  I  am  the  only  tidy 
person  in  Jie  v/i,  .iefamil".  [Exit. 

Be-  .  Anx'ous  moment!  '"eadrul  uncertainty  !  shall 
I  recover  nim,  or  rar.icr  shall  i  be  abie  to  preserve 
him  r  O  !  that  I  neve.-  had  accepted  that  fatal  money 
— I  felt  an  inward  foieboding  at  the  time — better 
hau  i  re  i  ained  for  ever  in  my  piibon,  than  have  pur- 
chased freeuom  at  so  dear  a  price. 
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Enter  Carl  in  e. 

Car,  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  for  making  you 
wait. 

Ber.  Young  lady,  it  is  I  who  ought  to  apologize— 
I  fear  I  have  intruded. 

Car.  By  no  means,  sir,  but  they  have  done  wrong 
to  bring  you  into  this  room,  our  old  servant  is  always 
making  mistakes.  If  you  will  walk  down  with  me 
into  the  warehouse,  I  will  have  the  honour  to  attend 
your  commands. 

Ber,  I  must  confess,  Madam,  that  I  should  prefer 
remaining  here.  In  the  warehouse  a  number  of  peo- 
ple are  always  passing,  and  I  have  particular  reasons  to 
avoid  observation. 

Car.  In  that  case,  sir,  we  will  remain  j  may  I 
request  to  know  the  object  of  your  visit  ? 

Ber.  (hesitating).  Young  Lady,  I  am  at  a  loss  how 
to  explain  my  business  properly  —  lam  atrai  1 — yet 
you  have  so  gentle  a  look,  that  1  cannot  believe  you 
will  abuse  my  confidence.  There  are,  madam,  a 
great  number  of  soldiers  in  this  town — 

Car.  [afide]  What  can  this  man  mean  ? 

Ber.  One  of  them,  I  am  told,  has  recently  desert- 
ed— 

Car.  [a/ide  ]  If  this  should  be  a  spy  ? 

Ber.  1  haveoeen  told, it  was  somewhere  in  this  street; 
indeed,  the  house  where  vou  reside  has  been  pointed 
out  to  me  as  one  of  those  by  which  the  fugitive  esca- 
ped. 

Car.  \collly)  No,  sir. 

Ber.  Yet  i  am  certain  this  was  the  house  pointed 
out  to  me. 

Car.  You  have  been  misinformed,  sir. — Yes  it  is  a 
spy.— iafide."\ 
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Ber.  Ah,  madam,  atleastyou  may  have  some  know- 
ledge of  the  circumstance. 

Car,  I  have  no  knowledge  of  the  kind,  sir. 

Be".  Forgive  my  questions,  but  if  you  knew  the 
motive  ivh'cli  has  led  me  hither  — 

Car.  I  think  I  can  guess  it.      (afide.) 

Ber.  You  cannot  then,  madam,  afford  me  the  Ieaft 
intelligence  ? 

Ca~.  None,  sir, 

Ber.  Ah!  I  see  that  my  importunity  offends,  I  will 
not  intrude  any  longer;  respectfully  I  take  my  leave. 
Oh  !    my  poor  Florian,  every  hope  is  then  destroyed. 

Car.  (suddenly  catches  his  arm)  Stop,  sir,  if  you 
please,  you  shed  tears. 

Ber.  Yes,  they  flow  from  a  broken  heart. 

Car.  I  think,  sir,  you  pronounced  the  name  of 
Florian  ? 

Ber.  Ah  !  where  shall  I  seek  him  ?  who  will  restore 
him  to  me  ? 

Car.  Stay,  cir,  I  request;  1  conjure  you  stay  one 
moment — he  weeps  !  anu  an  old  man's  tears  must  be 
natural.     Is  Florian  the  person  whom  you  serk? 

Ber.  Yes,  if  you  know  where  he  is  concealed,  have 
pity  on  me,  inform  me-— direct  me  to  the  spot! 

Car.  Do  not  afflict  yourself ;  dry  those  tears;  only 
assure  me,  that  you  do  not  seek  this  poor  Florian  to 
do  him  any  injury  !  and 

Ber.  Injury  !  gracious  Heaven  !  could  a  parent 
injure  his  o..n  child? 

Car.  What!  Florian  your  child?  Oh!  speak! 
your  name,    sir? 

her.  Bertrand  de  Valancourt  ;  it  was  for  me  the 
unhappy  boy  incurred  disgrace.  To  rescue  tho-v  white 
hairs  from  a  prison,  he  sold  that  fatal  sword,  and,  un- 
known  to  me,  purchased  a  father's  freedom  wnh  his 
own  destruction ! 

(  or.  (Flings  herself  transported  upon  the  old  man's 
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neck,  and  kisses  him.)  Stay  here  sir,  stay  here  !  Don't 
stir  from  this  spot.  (She  runs  eager///  to  the  closet.) 
Open  the  door  — Quick  !  quick  !  quick! 

Florian   comes  forth,  Carline  points  to  B>ertrandy  and 
the  youth  springs  into  his  father's  arm?. 

Flo.  My  father  ! 

Bet:  Oh  !  my  boy,  mv  dear,  rash,  dutiful,  impru- 
dent boy  ! — oh,  young  lady,  how  shall  I  thank  you 
for  a  gift  like  this  ? 

Flo.  Beho'd  my  benefactress,  my  guardian  angel,  it 
is  she  who  has  preserved  my  life. 

Ber.  (pressing  C  rline's  hand)  Dearest  young;  lady, 
you  have  preserved  a  double  existence,  lor  the  hie  ot 
the  father  depended  on  the  son's, — yet,  why  did  you 
hesitate  to  answer  me  so  long  ? 

Car.  Ah  !  sir,  1  beg-  your  pardon,  but  indeed,  I  took 
you  tor  a  spy. 

(a  noise  is  heard  below.) 

Ninette,  (from  below)  Miss  Carline,  Miss  Carline. 

Car.  Heavens  !    what  can  this  tumult  mean? 

Nin.  Here  are  theoilicers  of  justice,  and  the  soldiers, 
znd  all  the  world. 

Car.  OiTic  rs  of  justice  !   eternal  powers  ! 

Fl).  I  a  n  !o.t !   (runs  towards  the  cl  set) 

Nin,  Mis  Carline,  come  down,  they  insist  upon 
searching  the  whole  house. 

Cir.  O  !  hlonan,  he  closet  then  no  longer  will  con- 
ceal you,  they  wnl  -ear-  h  there  at  first. 

Flo.  I  will  leap  fro  n  the  windo.v  into  the  '-feet. 

Ca  '.  A! i  !  no,  a  crowd  of  people  surround  the  door, 
flight  that  way  is  i  up  issible. 

Bcr.  $  Iv  con  '  my  -on  ! 

j\i  i.  Mis'-,  misb    tney 

(a  '.  Here,  Fh.rian,  here. — ( 
ro"e:  ed  fii  ki'.g  c-i  t\  _/'■  •;  > 
thai  t  ■  hS  it  i/'>  }-.  i,  s  s.J  ',    ; 
audience  )  O.iick,  qu;<  . 
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Flo.  Oh,  my  father !  O  !  Carlinc  ! 

Flortan  casts  himself  into  the  packing  case,  which  is 
sufficiently  long  and  deep  t  admit  the  extent  of  his  body; 
its  upper  part  is  just  high  enough  to  form  a  seat — 
Car  line  places  herself  upon  it,  and  unfolds  a  large 
quantity  of  linen*  in  such  a  manner,  that  it  falls  in 
loose  folds  from  her  lap,  a  long  way  over  the  g  ound— 
Bertrand  stands  at  the  other  end  of  the  case,  and 
a  Meeting  to  assist  Carlt  nj<.  so  spreads  the  linen  that 
Florian  is  completely  hidden. 

(Musical  situation.) 

Qu'ck  march,  soldiers  enter  and  parade  the  chamber — 
seve'  al  men,  and  women,  (neighbou  s)  fellow  and  ob- 
serve the  action  of  the  milita  y  with  inquisitive  looks— 
Carline  and  Bertrand  affect  to  be  busily  employed 
in  measuring  the  linen — Ninette  walks  to  and  fro 
among  the  crowd  in  consternation. 


CHORUS— Milit 


an/. 


Mark,  comrade,  mark,  this  chamber  we!!, 
The  cu!prit  here  is  said  to  dwell, 
In  vain  he  hides,  in  vain  he  flies, 
If  here  he  dwells,  he  surely  dies. 

Nin.  What  mean  these  men  ?  whom  seek  they  here  r 

Car.  My  heart  throbs  quick,  1  sink  with  fear. 

Neighbours.  Ah  !  mark  her  cheek  !  'tis  pale  with  fear. 
The  culprit  must  be  hidden  here  ! 

Chorus.  In  vain  he  hides,  in  vain  he  flies, 
If  here  he  dwells,  he  surelv  dies. 


AN  OPERATIC  PIECE.  S3 

OJJicer.  (advancing  to  CarlineJ  Fair  creature,    banish  all 
alarm, 

Nor  think  to  thee,  we  purpose  harm, 

'Tis  a  soldier's  dearest  duty, 

To  respect  the  claims  of  beauty; 

Here  a  truant  youth  we  seek, 

If  you  know  his  shelter,  speak  ; 
Car.      No,  Sir,  not  I,  I've  seen  no  youth  ; 
Ni/i.     I  told  you  so ;  I  swear  'tis  truth  ; 
Officer.  Soldiers,  every  side  explore, 

Closet,  wainscot,  ceiling,  floor; 

Let  no  cranny  'scape  your  sight, 

Drag  the  culprit  forth  to  light; 
Chorus.  In  vain  he  hides,  in  vain  he  flies, 

If  here  he  dwells,  he  surely  dies. 

The  military  in  different  small  groupes,  pact,  in  quick  step, 
around  the  chamber,  turning  over  the  boxes,  and  pricking 
the  wainscot  luitb  their  swords — ivhen  they  arrive  at  the 
closet,  they  stop. 

Officer.  A  closet,  ha  !   the  door  is  fast, 

Our  game  I  trust,  is  sprung  at  last; 

Produce  the  key  ; 

Car.  and  Sin. 'Tis  lost,  mislaid. 

Officer.  The  key,  the  key,  you  can't  evade; 
Neighbours.  Mark!  neighbours,  mark,  the  trembling  maid, 
Of  scorn,  and  just  reproach,  afraid. 

(Nine  tte  gives  the  hey  from  Carline  to  the  Officer.) 

Nin.  The  key  is  here,  your  doubts  remove; 
<  'at.  Good  saint:  and  angels,  truard  mv  love  ' 


i; 
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Chorus.  In  vain  he  hides,  in  vain  he  flies, 
If  here  he  dwells,  he  surely  dies. 

The  military  and  citizens  croiud  anxiously  about  the  door,  'tis 
opened  by  the  offc$r,  and  an  expression  of  disappointment 
follows, 

Nin.  (exultingly)  I  told  you  so,  you  now  see  clear, 
The  man  you  look  for,  is  not  here. 

Officer.  'Tis  true  the  closet  hides  him  not, 

But  ere  I  pass,  I'll  search  each  spot. 

(to  Carline)  Mam'selle,  your  pardon,  please  to  rise, 

That  case,  perforce,  must  meet  our  eves. 

Car.  What  case,  sir? — This? 

Officer. Yes,  no  delay, 

Car.  One  moment,  sir,  and  I  obey. 

The  officer  averts  his  face  for  an  instant,  Carline  rises, 
and  still  keeps  the  linen  extended  by  her  hands  on  one  side, 
while  Berth  AND  moves  it  on  the  other — as  they  recede 
Florian  throws  himself  forward  from  the  case  upon  the 
ground — the  linen  is  dropped  over  him,  they  kneel  with  it, 
as  if  still  occupied  in  ?neasuring,  and  hold  it  so  loosely  that 
his  figure  is  not  perceived  beneath  its  folds.  The  case  is  rai- 
sed and  pierced  by  the  swords  of  the  soldiers.  The  whole  of 
the  action  is  the  effect  of  an  instant. 

Officer.  Our  search  is  vain,  no  place  remains. 
Nin.  You  have  your  labour  for  your  pains. 
Neighbours.  Their  search  is  vain,  no  place  remains, 

They  have  their  labour  for  their  pain3. 
Officer.  March,  soldiers,  march,  our  search  conclude, 

Yet  long  the  culprit  can't  elude. 
Chorus.  In  vain  he  hides,  in  vain  he  flies, 

Where'er  he  lurks,  he  surely  dies. 
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The  military  pass  off  at  the  stair-  case ;  the  crowd  follow,  the 
music  continues  till  the  stage  is  perfectly  cleared — Ber- 
trand  and  CARLiNBremain  upon  their  knees,  Flori  AN 
gradually  disengages  himself  from  the  linen,  they  listen, 
the  footsteps  grozu  remote,  the  uproar  of  voices  dies 
azuay — Florian  rapturously  presses  Carline  to  his 
bosom. 

Flo.  Merciful  providence  !  again  I  owe  my  life  to 
love! 

Ber.  That  life  and  mine,  must  ever  be  devoted  to 
her  service. 

Flo.  Yes,  ever,  ever! 

Car.  Give  me  but  your  affections,  and  Cailine  is 
overpaid.  But  we  must  not  remain  together  any 
longer,  retire  again  to  the  closet,  that,  having  once 
been  searched,  will  now  afford  a  safe  retreat,  away, 
dear  Florian! 

Flor.  The  door  is  locked  again  ;  have  you  the 
key  ? 

Car.  (searches  her  pocket  in  tears).  Ah!  no  ;  but 
now  I  recollect  Ninette  has  surely  taken  it  with  her. 
Don't  be  alarmed-*— I'll  fetch  it  in  an  instant.  Stay 
here — I'll  return  directly. 

{As  Carline  runs  to  the  stairs  the  voice  of  her  mo* 
ther  arrests  Iter  step). 

Mad.  L.  Oh,  Santa  Cecilia !  Soldiers  search  the 
house  in  our  absence  ! 

Car.  My  mother's  voice. 

Mad.  L.  Where's  my  daughter  ?  Mr.  Boncour, 
come  up  stairs  with  me  direct  ly. 

Car.  Undone,  undone!  You  are  discovered  !  you 
are  lost!     (Flings  herself  upon  Florian's  neck.) 

Flor.  Forget  me  not.     Console  my  father. 

(Enter  Madame  LARuLt,  Boncour,  and  Ninette.) 
Mad.  L.  Oh,  my  poor  dear  child  !  I  am  so  over- 
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whelmed  with — (sees  Florian  and  shrieks)  Ah!  can 
I  believe  my  eyes ! 

Bon.  Whom  do  I  see? 

Nin.  I  am  turned  into  a  statue! 

Mad.L.  "lis  Florian! 

Bon.  'Tis  he— by  all  my  fears  of  a  rival! 

Nin.  'Tis  he — by  all  my  hopes  of  a  husband  ! 

Car.  Yes,  behold  him,  but  tremble  to  betray  him  ; 
he's  my  love,  my  life — and  if  he  suffers,  1  will  peiish 
with  him. 

Ber.  Do  not  destroy  my  child.  Save!  oh!  save  my 
only  child!     (kneels.) 

Mad.  L.  Rise,  rise,  this  poor  unhappy  Florian!  (to 
Carline)  My  daughter  you  have  saved  him.  You 
love  each  other.  (/oBotrasd).  Sir!  this  is  your 
son.  Ah!  fear  nothing,  I  am  myself  a  mother,  and 
I  know  too  well  the  feelings  of  a  parent  to  deprive  an- 
other of  the  child  it  loves. 

Ber.  and  Flo.  Kindest  lady! 

Car.  Dearest,  best  of  mothe;  s! 

Nin.  Ah!  to  be  sure,  no  female  could  find  in  her 
heart  to  injure  such  a  pretty  young  man. 

Car.  Mr.  Boncour.  I  know  that  you  possess  a  noble 
mind,     You  will  not  betray  ai  unhappy  youth. 

Bon.  Betray  him!  Oh,  Miss  Carline,  though  I  can 
no  longer  hope  that  you  should  love  me,  at  least  I 
will  force  you  to  respect  me.  Florian  loves  you,  and 
is  beloved  in  return.  I  know  the  value  of  my  loss  ; 
but  no  matter.  I  have  often  sworn  that  your  hap- 
piness was  my  object,  and  I  will  now  prove  to  you 
that  my  oath  was  sincere.  Florian  must  remain  in 
danger  while  he  continues  here.  I  will  procure  for 
him  a  passport  and  disguise,  and  at  night-fall  conduct 
him  to  a  place  of  safety.  My  purse  shall  be  open 
freely  to  his  wants;  and,  if  needed,  even  my  blood 
shall  be  shed  in  his  defence.  Come  then,  my  happy 
rival.     Confide  your  destiny  to  me.     I  give  you  the 
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aolemn  faith  of  one  who  never  yet  forfeited  his  word 
to  man,  as  the  pledge  of  your  security. 

Flor.   Generous  being,  dispose  of  me  as  you  please! 

Mad.  L.  Just  as  I  expected  from  such  a  heart. 

Nin,  Oh,  the  charming  man!  I  vow  I  must  embrace 
him. 

Bon.  Yes,  Carline,  though  I  cannot  be  your  lover, 
suffer  me  still  to  be  ycur  friend  ;  trust  me,  rely  upon 
roe,  and  this  instant  will  I  fly  to  prove  my  zeal.  (A 
roll  ofdrum^.) 

Car.   Fatal  sound:"! 

Mad,  L.   1  he  soldiers  have  returned. 

■Bon.  (looking  down  the  stairs).  Yes,  they  are  now 
entering  the  house  ? 

Car    The  key,  the  key  of  the  closet  Ninette. 

Kin.  Oh,  the  virgin!   was  it  there  then? — 

Car.  No  words;  but  give  me  the  key.  (Second  roll 
of  drums.) 

(Flor  1  an  has  just  time  to  enter  the  closet  when  La- 
role  runs  into  the  apartment  in  consternation,  and 
dismay) 

Lar.  Oh,  Madame  Larole  !  Daughter  Carline,  Mr. 
Boncour,  such  dreadful  new:-! 

Mad.  L.  What  news?     Speak! 

Lar.  I  cannot,  it  sticks  in  my  throat.  They  have 
threatened  me. — Ah!  we  are  all  undone.  (Roll  of 
drums.) 

Euicr  Officer  and  Soldierr. 

Off.  Mr.  Larole,  yourself,  your  daughter,  and  all 
the  inmates  of  your  family  1  arrest  as  my  prisoners, 
in  the  name  of  the  government. 

Bon.  Merciful  powers,  how  have  this  family  de- 
served such  rigor  ? 

Off.   By  sheltering  Florian  the  deserter. 

Car.  Ah,  sir,  have  you  not  already  searched  the 
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house,  and  are  you  not  convinced  that  Florian  is  not 
here  ? 

Off.  Yes,  young  lady,  we  are  satisfied  that  this  roof 
does  not  shelter  him  at  present,  but  'tis  proved  the 
runaway  has  been  here.  One  of  your  neighbours  has 
just  deposed  to  the  fact  upon  oath.  This  family  must 
therefore  have  aided  his  escape,  and  are  regarded  as 
offenders  against  the  state. 

Lar.  Oh  that  I  should  have  ever  been  born  to 
offend  the  state ! 

Bon.  Sir,  my  name  and  condition  are  well  known 
to  you,  and  I  pledge  myself  to  become  responsible  for 
the  appearance  of  your  prisoners  whenever  you  may 
demand  them  of  me. 

Off.  Impossible,  sir,  my  office  admits  of  no  alter- 
native. I  must  place  this  family  within  the  prison  of 
the  citadel  until  Florian  be  discovered. 

JVm.  A  prison,  forsooth  !  here's  usage  for  a  person 
of  my  character. 

Off.  You  may  still  avoid  the  punishment  if  you 
will  discover  the  deserter. 

Nin.  What!  should  we  be  saved  from  prison  if — 

Mad.  L.  Ninette,  silence!  Let  us  submit  to  our 
fate  with  cheerfulness.  Even  in  a  dungeon  a  good 
conscience  will  make  our  slumbers  easy  ;  but,  on  beds 
of  down,  dreadful  would  be  our  dreams  could  we  be- 
tray an  unfortunate  who  had  claimed  the  sanctuary  of 
our  hearth  for  shelter.  Lead  the  way,  sir!  we  are  pre^ 
pared  to  follow  you. 

{Mad.  L.  takes  her  husband  and  daughter  by  the  hand, 
the  Officer  advances  before  them  to  the  stairs,  and 
the  drums  beat  below,  when  the  closet  opens,  and 
Florian  rashes  impetuously  forward.) 

Flo.  Turn,  soldiers  turn! — behold  your  victim 
here ! 

Of.  How  !  Florian  himself ! 
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Mad.  L.  Unhappy  young  man !  you  have  foi  feited 
your  life  ! 

Flo,  But  I  have  preserved  my  honour.  Oh!  ra- 
ther let  me  perish  with  the  pity  of  mankind,  than  live 
to  meet  their  scorn,  or  have  it  said  I  found  a  shameful 
safety  in  the  ruin  of  my  friends.  Sir!  I  surrender  my- 
self— conduct  me  to  my  fate< 

Car.  No — no — they  cannot — must  not — shall  not. 

Mad.  L.  We  will  all  intercede  in  his  behalf.  The 
Commandant  is  humane  and  merciful,  and  when  it  is 
represented  to  him — 

Offi.  His  sentence  is  already  signed,  (produces  a  pa- 
per) within  this  very  hour  the  Commandant  gave  this 
sealed  paper  into  my  hands,  and  bade  me  deliver  it  to 
Florian,  on  the  instant  of  his  apprehension — read, 
young  man,  and  learn  your  destiny. 

Car.  A  mist  sertles  on  my  eyes,  and  my  heart  sinks 
within  me — O!  Florian  !   Florian  ! 

Flo.  Courage,  C  irline  ;  my  father,  do  not  tremble, 
I  am  prepared  for  all.  (He  unfolds  the  paper,  and  reads 
with  a  fault  ering  voice.) 

"  Ra-h  and  misguided  youth  !  when  you  bartered 
"  the  honourable  ensigns  of  your  corps  for  money, 
"  you  committed  a  flagrant  breach  of  discipline  ;  by 
"  subsequent  desertion,  you  doubted  that  offence,  and 
"justly  have  incuned  the  penalty  of  Death!  As 
ei  your  commanding  officer  /  condemn  you — " 

(Florian  drops  the  paper,  and  covering  his  face  aitk 
both  hands,  leans  against  his  father.) 

Ber.    My  con  is  lost,  for  me  he  perishes ! 
Cur.   Dreadful  sentence  !   merciless  decree! 

Cshe  snatches  up  the  paper  and  ■  uus  herein  nihlly 
01  er  the  wordy  t  7  s,\~  rtaches  the  i;.\e  ulcere 
Flori  aw  finished.) 

Car.   (read?}  "  As   your   Commanding;  Officer,   \ 
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condemn  you!- But  the  confession  your  mistaken 

pride  refused,  accident  has  given.  I  know  the 
"  motive  of  your  crime.  It  was  to  rescue  an  aged 
"  parent  from  captivity.  Filial  piety  is  the  first  of 
"  virtues,  and  he  that  is  dutiful  to  his  parent  cannot  be 
**  disloyal  to  his  prince.  I  weigh  the  purity  of  the 
*c  cause  against  the  criminal  effect,  and  the  scale  pre- 
"  ponderates  on  fir?  side  of  mercy.  The  vicious  I 
"  punish,  but  the  mistaken  I  would  reclaim.  Live, 
"  therefore,  Flo'ian!  the  heart  pleads  for  thee — thou 
Cl  art  pardoned  1" 

As  Cakline  reads,  her  voice  and  features  betray  vary- 
ing and  iyier easing  agitation.  Florian  raises  his 
bead  after  the  fist  sentence, and  lis  fens  as  she  proceeds 
voith  a  fixed  but  tremulous  attention.  At  the  conclu- 
ding words,  h'  drops  involuntarily  on  his  knee,  and  ex- 
tends his  hands  to  i  J  e.:vtu  with  grateful  fervour*  Car- 
line  sinks  by  his  sire,  and  enthusiastically  embraces 
him, 

Flo.   (rapturously j   Pardon!  pardon! 
Car.  'lis  liberty! — 'tis  life! 
Flo.  Tis  love! — 'tis  Carline! 

(Music — The  lovers  fall  into  eaeh  ether's  arms — the  parents 
lend  over  them  in  benediction — Boncour,  Ninette, 
and  the  Military,  dispose  themselves  indifferent  attitude* 
of  surprize  and  joy.) 

The  cur  run  d.  ops  upon  the  group?, 


THE  LND, 


t7  S 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA,  LOS  ANGELES 

THE  UNIVERSITY  LIBRARY 

This  book  is  DUE  on  the  last  date  stamped  below 


Form  L-D 
2.-,m-2,  '43(5203) 


UNIVERSITY  ok 
AT 
U)S  ANGELES 


UKNIA 


PR 

4599 

D59y 


